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and we had many interesting experiences in it.
On the three hundred and third flight of the 8-29,
on December 18, 1925, I took off from Miller Field on
Staten Island, for Westbury, Long Island, It was late
when we left, and it became entirely dark while we
were still in the air. The ship carried no equipment
for night flying. The crew on the landing field mis-
understood instructions, and had no lights ready. My
experience in night flying was meagre, and I became
lost in the air beyond Westbury, and flew much farther
over Long Island. As the night grew darker I realized
it was necessary to land. I could barely distinguish
the wooded sections from the open fields, but I throttled
the engines and started to glide down. A few moments
before landing I heard a strange noise, and felt that the
ship had hit something- Nevertheless it continued to
glide smoothly, and made a fair landing. As it came to
a stop, we stepped out of the plane and discovered that
a wing had broken the tops from several strong trees.
The wing, however, remained almost intact, although
several ribs were bent, as well as the leading edge cover.
Later on, I found a broken limb from one of the trees
and am keeping it as a souvenir of this flight, which was
one of my narrow escapes.
The next day in walking along the field on which
we had landed, we found it rather short for a normal
take-off, but I decided that if we removed everything
possible from the ship and took petrol for only one half-
tour, we could get off the ground and clear the trees.
I inspected and measured the field, and placed a flag at
a spot far enough from the end of the field to permit
the ship to stop if it could not take off* I decided to
cut off the engines immediately at that point if the